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church that has been loyal to the heart and soul
of man, that has clung to her faith In the im-
agination, and that would not give over her
symbols and images and sacred vessels to the
perilous keeping of the iconoclast Understand-
ing. She has never lost sight of the truth, that
the product human nature is composed of the
sum of flesh and spirit, and has accordingly re-
garded both this world and the next as the con-
stituents of that other world which we possess
by faith. She knows that poor Panza, the body,
has his kitchen longings and visions, as well as
Quixote, the soul, his ethereal, and has wit
enough to supply him with the visible, tangible
raw material of imagination. She is the only poet
among the churches, and, while Protestantism is
unrolling a pocket surveyors-plan, takes her
votary to the pinnacle of her temple, and shows
him meadow, upland, and tillage, cloudy heaps
of forest clasped with the river's jewelled arm,
hillsides white with the perpetual snow of
flocks, and, beyond all, the interminable heave of
the unknown ocean. Her empire may be traced
upon the map by the boundaries of races; the un-
derstanding is her great foe; and it is the people
whose vocabulary was incomplete till they had
invented the archword Humbug that defies her.
With that leaden bullet John Bull can bring
down Sentiment when she flies her highest. And
the more the pity for John Bull. One of these